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To be known and read” by all. . . .
Trondheim Woes
Thank you for the extremely
encouraging and challenging publication you produce in Perspective
Digest. Not least, I appreciate your
“Work Station One.”
Covering the past issue, I found a
warning that this was my last issue. I
would rather not miss the next one,
and desperately want to renew. But
mailing cheques from Norway to the
U.S. is not the most practical way to
pay. I’d rather let you debit my Visa.
But the phone number you gave for
credit-card orders did not accept
international calls, so I was not able
to contact anybody.
Is there an E-mail address or
another phone number I can try? I
look forward to still being among
your readers.
Bjorn E. Holm
Pastor, Kristiansand Seventh-day
Adventist Church
Norway

Not So Funny
I read your answer to “No Name”
in PD 7:3. Unfortunately, your closing (humorous) paragraph, mentioning divorce, desertion, mother in
a mental institution, a brother who
is waiting electrocution for murder,
two sisters who are prostitutes, and a
father selling narcotics, could have
been written about my family. Only
it was not my mother in a mental
institution, but her sister; my sisters
were not prostitutes, but my dad did
sell and take narcotics. My brother
did meet a woman while she was in
prison, marry her, they had a child,
and she is back in prison. I’ve not
spent 35 years as editor of anything;
rather, I have spent 20 years on death
row.
I realize that when you wrote
“Chuckle with me,” you were setting
up the punch line: “My problem is
this: Should I tell her about my
brother who works for ATS?”
Next time, tell them the joke
about the Jew, the priest, and the sinner in a bar— or something like that.
Something less likely to be true.
Steven C. James #46150
Florence, Arizona

• Have no fear! The editor has
enough Norwegian in him to rush
to the rescue of a colleague. See page
three for an address to which you
may send the same amount you
paid for your past subscriptions,
plus mailing.
Incidentally, my Hegstad ances-
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tors came from Trondheim. I spoke
there some time ago. The pastor, my
translator, had just returned from
16 years in Africa, and, I believe, was
still relearning his Norwegian. He
would get excited and repeat, in
English, what I had just said. I
would have to jab him gently with
my elbow and say, “No, no, Pastor!”
In English! One-third of the congregation knew English well; another
third not so well, and the last third,
not at all. It was not one of my most
eloquent days!—R.R.H.
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9. It makes me desirable personally among women and children in
respectable society.
10. It’s my way of honoring God,
who said, “Thou shall not take the
name of the Lord thy God in vain.”
A Grandma with a new hearing
aid
• (No Address.—Eds.)
A Call to Accuracy
I’m enclosing money for renewal
of my PD sub and ATS membership.
While I’m writing, I’d like to
bring your attention to the article “A
Call to Holiness,” by Nancy Leigh
DeMoss. It was excellent, but perpetuates the old myth about the high
priest wearing bells on the hem of
his robe and a rope around his ankle
so he could be dragged out of the
Most Holy Place if something happened to him. If you read Leviticus
16:3, 4, you will see that the robe he
wore into the Most Holy Place did
not have bells on the hem. It was the
regular priestly robes that had bells
tied to their hems.
I really enjoy Perspective Digest
and look forward to a new one every
third month. Now I’m anxious to
delve into the ATS journal, JATS.
Doreen Sheppard
Bella Coola, British Columbia
Canada

X@%!#!/A0<A&X!
Thought youd like to review
“Dear Abby’s” 10 Reasons for Swearing. The teenagers should love it.
And I don’t think Abby would mind
your passing them on.
1. It pleases Mother so much.
2. It’s a fine mark of manliness.
3. It proves that I have self-control.
4. It indicates how clearly my
mind operates.
5. It makes my conversation
pleasing to everybody.
6. It leaves no doubt in anyone’s
mind as to my good breeding.
7. It impresses people that I have
more than an ordinary education.
8. It’s an unmistakable sign of
culture and refinement.
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Revisiting the Green Hills
After rereading your “Green Hills
of Earth” (PD: 4:1), I remembered a
passage from C. S. Lewis:
“Creatures are not born with
desires unless satisfaction for those
desires exists. A baby feels hunger:
well, there is such a thing as food. A
duckling wants to swim: well then;
there is such a thing as water. Men
feel sexual desire: well, there is such a
thing as sex. If I find myself a desire
which no experience in this world
can satisfy, the most probable explanation is that I was made for another
world. If none of my earthly pleasures satisfy it, that does not prove
that the universe is a fraud. Probably
earthly pleasures were never meant to
satisfy it, but only to arouse it, to suggest the real thing. If that is so, I must
take care, on the one hand, never to
despise, or be unthankful for, these
earthly blessings, and on the other,
never to mistake them for something
else of which they are only a kind of
copy, or echo, or mirage. I must keep
alive in myself the desire for my true
country, which I shall not find till
after death; I must never let it get
snowed under or turned aside; I must
make it the main object of life to
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press on to that other country and to
help others to do the same” (Mere
Christianity, chapter 20). See http://
w w w .w orldinvisible.com /liberty/
cslew is/m erech ri/m ereto c.h tm /.
Douglas R. Hegstad
Redlands, California
• As I wrote then, in part: “Sometimes in the night, when I awaken
and feel very close to God, great
concepts and grand words march in
vision splendid from the recesses of
my im agination; and I thrill to
music of a greater ‘Hallelujah’ chorus than Handel’s, and a grander
story than Rhysling’s [who wrote
‘The Green Hills of Earth’]. A song
that only the redeemed will be able
to sing: a story that shall have the
names of all the redeemed as coauthors! And—
7 pray for a happy ending
For the globe that gave me birth;
Let me rest my eyes on the fleecy
skies
And the cool, green hills o f earth.”’
Sometimes still I go out at night
and look at the stars and think
about the journey through the cosmos to heaven (somewhere beyond
the constellation of Orion, it’s said).
Some of my grandest dreams of
the hereafter include assignments
that will take me through the spiralContinued on page 61
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Continued from page 6

Blessed Customs
Just got home from another wonderful Sabbath day. They just keep
getting better somehow. Thought I’d
like to share a couple thoughts with
PD readers. In my article “From
Anabaptist to Advent Believer” [see
PD 7:1 ], I suggested that Anabaptists
have some customs that would be a
blessing to Adventists. Here’s one:
When a group of Anabaptists gather
for a meal—say a potluck or some
such— the oldest couple present
always goes through the line first.
They get the first choice of the food.
Then all the rest of us find our places
according to age and follow after.
The children wait patiently, learning
the value of respect to elders. Possible problem: Two 39-year-old sisters, each insisting that the other is
older! It’s a nice custom, perhaps
one with more value than I realized
when I was young (and near the end
of the line, I might add).
Another tradition is worth mentioning. For an engagement, the
groom-to-be buys a quality set of silverware for his wife-to-be. This
practice accomplishes two things: It
provides a practical alternative to
jewelry. And it assures that when
there is food on the table, there will
be tools to eat it with. (Gotta keep

ing nebulas and flaming galaxies of
the universe. I expect to learn the
mystery of the black holes that so fascinate today’s physicists. Whether
time really runs backwards when the
speed of light is exceeded. Tve got a
million questions I’m eager to mach
against God’s reality.
As Lewis surmises, Earth’s “realities” only suggest the real thing. Long
ago I settled it: There are hungers in
me that cannot be satisfied, short of
the marriage supper of the Lamb. As
the Dead Sea Scrolls have it:
“So I walk on uplands u n bounded,
and know that there is hope
for that which Thou didst mold
out of dust
to have consort with things eternal.” *
I belong out there. And so do
you.
Your Dad

^Quoted by Carl Sagan in Contact. Pocket Books, a division of Simon & Schuster, Inc.
1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY
10020, Part III, “The Galaxy.”
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your cook happy, Mr. Editor!) I also
made a nice, walnut case to hold it.
Lord’s love to you,
Brother Gerry
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of editing.
The latest with the story by Elford
Radke and the family history of the
Radkes was very nice, even without
theology in those pieces. I enjoyed
fellowship with Norabel and Elford
in Bozeman, Montana, and met
Dorothy and Pat in Fort Shaw.
Yes, the Radkes are a good clan,
and you done good to marry into it.
I’m sorry about Newman and will
miss him. He was a grrreat promoter.
May God bless ATS and PD.
Wayne E. Moore
Sun River, Montana

• Brother Gerry recently met
with a number of former Anabaptist colleagues, a few of whom, IVe
heard, are now observing the Seventh-day Sabbath. IVe offered him
everything but my wife’s silverware
(not from Wal-Mart, but neither
from Sachs Fifth Avenue) to share
the story with you. Early in our
marriage, I did convince my wife
that I was making a cedar chest for
her! (She was not thrilled; she had
seen earlier evidences of my ineptitude with hammer, saw, and allied
instruments.) For several weeks, she
heard me pounding away in the
basement. I think she was relieved
when, at last, I invited her to view
my creation— a “loop” table. (At
that time it was not advisable for a
ministerial intern to build, buy, or
own a “pool” table.) I do not suggest, Brother Gerry, that you seek to
make “loop” tables part of either the
Anabaptist or the Adventist tradition.— R.R.H.

The Best Wheat There Is!
A friend gave me a copy of Perspective Digest. I enjoyed the magazine so much I am sending for a
two-year subscription.
I noticed you mentioned Menno
Simen in an article. My great grandfather—John Harder—was a leader in
the Mennonite Brethren Church. The
Harders came from the Ukraine.
John’s son, also named John,
became a Seventh-day Adventist and
taught for some time at Clinton
Theological Seminary at Clinton,
Missouri. John’s brother Abraham
was my great-grandfather, who also
became an Adventist. His family was
upset, and Grandpa was told that if

You Done Good
As I hasten to renew PD, I just
want to tell you that I eagerly devour
each issue. Thanks for a splendid job
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* Your mention of wheat jogged
my memory. In the January/February 1971 Liberty, writer Wayne E.
Homan explained why Kansas
farmers drive Cadillacs. He spoke of
the time, nearly a century ago, when
drought and grasshoppers nearly
devastated the Kansas wheat crop.
Then came a persecuted people, the
Mennonites, who emigrated from
the Crimea with novel ideas about
wheat growing. The first 23 families
arrived in 1874, the year of the great
crop failure. They brought with
them a wheat seed known as Turkey
Red, which could be planted in the
fall, survive the cold winter, and be
harvested before the dry summer
arrived. In five years, the Mennonites had paid off their debts.
Later, as more Mennonites
arrived, they built a church at Hillsboro. The M ennonite center in
Kansas, in 1971, was a few miles
north of Newton.
I can attest to the integrity and
spiritual commitment of the Harders. (F. E. J. Harder was for a time
the head of the General Conference
Board of Higher Education. I often
discussed church-state issues with
him that involved Adventist
schools. I can recall wishing I were
as distinguished-looking as he! Fortunately, my wife professed satisfaction with what she got.—R.R.H.

they found a tree tall enough, they
would “hang him!” (He was a tall
man.) My father’s cousin was John
Harder, father of F. E. J. Harder.
Incidentally, it was a Harder, my
great-grandfather, who brought
Turkey Red wheat from the Ukraine,
the best wheat there is!*
I really enjoyed reading the article
of Elder Schwindt, who baptized your
wife’s parents in Portland, Oregon. I
remember that when I was about 10
years old, Elder Schwindt had a big
tent meeting at Lehigh, where he had
great success in bringing many Mennonites into the church. I can see
myself in the audience!
Living with conservative Seventh-day Adventists, my family was
surprised that Elder Schwindt’s
daughter wore shorts in public, a
practice unheard of in our Mennonite community. Our life was so simple. I did not see a female smoke
until I was 16 years old.
I met you in Kansas City once. I
have always enjoyed Liberty. I have
sponsored 75 to 100 subscriptions
for many years. Brother Hegstad,
you are one of my favorite writers.
The Lord bless you.
Jessica Seaton
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